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The Tragedy 
A <: they fell out by time, by meancs, and place, 
Aljgiticntominceare, 

But howbaih flie rccciu’d his loilc ?■ 

Vol. WhatdoeyDUthinkcofme?' 

. As of a man faithfuU and honorable, 

P(?/, Iwouldfaine prouefo,butwhatmightyouthinke 

When 1 had feenc this hot louc on the wing? 

Asiperceiu’d it(Imufl:icllybu that} • 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you, 

Ormy deare Maiefty your Qiiccnc hcere thinke, 

If I had plaid the Deske, orTable booke. 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Orlookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

what might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my yong MifirifTc this i did befpeake. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This mult not bee : and then 1 preferipts gauc her 
That fbc fhould locke her.fclfefrom his rJort, 

Admit no melTengerSjreceiue no token s. 

Which done fhe tookc rhe fruites of my aduife. 

And hec repel d.a (Irort talc to make, 

Fell into a iadnes, then into a fait. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a wc akenefle. 

Thence to lightness and by this dcclenfioa, 

Into the madrtes whcrcinrtow hec raues. 

And all wee mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Qaee. It may bee very like. 

Vol. Hath there becncfuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

Whenit proj’dothcrwile? 

Klocthatiknow. 

Vol, Takerh's, from this, iftbisbeotherwilc; 
ircircumltanccs leade mee, I will find 
Where truth is hid, ttioiigh it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

Kig. How ifiay'wee try it forthcr t 
Pp/.. You know fometimes lice walkcs foure houres tog« t 
Heeic in the Lobby, 


Trhceofvenmarke, 

^^At fuch a^tac; Ue loofc 

Bevou and ! behind an Arras then, ' r, 

Markc the encounter, if he lotwdifir not. 

And bee not from his rcafon faine thereon 

Let me be no afliftant for a ftaie , 

Butkeepea farme and carters. 

to. Weewilltryeit. . 

^ Enter^amlet. . 

Quee. But looke where fadly the poorc wretch comes reading 
fi/.Away,I doebefecch you both away. Ex$t King and Quee, 

lie bord him prcfently.oh giue me leaue. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet^ • 

H/zw. WelhGod a mercy. . 

Pd/. Doc you know me my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent well,you arc a Bmmonger, 

NotImyLord. w 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honelt a man. ; . , 

Pel. HoneftmyLord. 

I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoucof tenne thoufand, 

*Pd/. That's very true my Lord. i V u - 

Ham. For iftbe funne breed maggots in a dead dogge,being 
a good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter/ 

Tol. IhaucmyLord. 

Ham. Let her not walkci jh.Sunne, conception is, a blefing. 

But as your daughter may conccauc,friend Ipokc .to t.- :. 

Pet. How fay you by thatifiill harping on my daughter, yet he 

knew me not at firft, afayd I was a Filhmonger , a is farre gone, 
andtrucfyinmyyouth, I fuffred .much cxti emity for ioue , very 
neexe this. He Ipeaketo him againe. What doe you read my 
Lord. ■ -r ' 

Ham. Words, words,words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord, 

Ham, Betweenewho. 

Vol, I mcane the matter that you read my-Lord. 

Ham, Slanders firjfor the fatericall rogue ^es here , that .old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arc wrincklcd, their eyes 
purging thick Amber, & plurautrcc gum,& that they haue a plcn- 


